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I
THE SOURCES

T various times during the latter half
of the eighteenth century there

crossed the Atlantic two Protestant
Irishmen, a Lowland Scotsman, and an
Englishman, and thereby they fixed the
character of Mr Henry James’ genius. For
the essential thing about Mr James was that
he was an American; and that meant, for
his type and generation, that he could never
feel at home until he was in exile. He came
of a stock that was the product of culture and
needed it as part of its environment. But
at the time of his childhood and youth—he
was born in 1843—culture was a thing that
was but budding here and there in America,
in such corners as were not being used in the
business of establishing the material civilisa-
tion of the new country. The social life of
old New York and Boston had its delicacy,
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HENRY JAMES

its homespun honesty of texture, its austerer
sort of beauty; but plainly the American
people were too preoccupied by their busi-
nesses and professions to devote their money
to the embellishment of salons or their
intelligence to the development of manners.
Hawthorne and Emerson and Margaret
Fuller and their friends were trying to make
a culture against time; but any record of
their lives which gives a candid account of
how desperately these people had to struggle
to make the meanest living shows that the
poor American ants were then utterly unable
to form the leisured community which is the
necessary environment for grasshoppers.
“The impression of Emerson’s personal
history is condensed into the single word
Concord,” wrote Mr James later, “ and all
the condensation in the world will not make
it rich.” There was no blinking the fact
that in attempting to set up in this unfinished
country Art was like a delicate lady who
moves into a house before the plaster is dried
on the walls; she was bound to lead an
invalid existence.
10
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This incapacity of America to supply the
colour of life became obvious to Henry and
William James, the two charming little boys
in tight trousers and brass-buttoned jackets,
one of whom grew up to write fiction as
though it were philosophy and the other to
write philosophy as though it were fiction,
at a very early age. It did not escape their
infant observation that the ladies and gentle-
men who fascinated them by dancing on the
tight-rope at Barnum’s Museum always bore
exotic names, and when they grew older and
developed the youthful taste for anecdotic
art they found it could be gratified only
by such European importations as Thor-
waldsen’s Christ and His Disciples, the

t white images of which were ranged
round the maroon walls of the New York
Crystal Palace, or Benjamin’s Haydon’s
pictures in the Diisseldorf collection in
Broadway. And when they grew older still
and began to show a fine talent for painting
and drawing their unfolding artistic sense
found more and more intimations of the
wonder of Europe. 4 View of Tuscany

11



HENRY JAMES

that hung in the Jameses’ home was pro-
nounced by a friend who had lived much in
Italy not to be of Tuscany at all. Colours
in Tuscany were softer; but such brightness
might be found in other parts of Italy. So
Europe was as various as that—a place of
innumerable changmg glories like a sunrise,
but better than a sunrise, inasmuch as every
glory was encrusted with the richness of
legend.

But most powerful of all influences that
made the Jameses rebel against the narrow-
ness of Broadway and the provincial spare-
ness of the old New York, which must have
been something like a neat virgin Blooms-
bury, was their father. The Reverend
Henry James was wasted on young America ;
it had developed neither the creative stream
that would have inspired him nor the in-
tellectual follies that he could slay with that
beautiful wit which made him one of the
great letter-writers of the world. “ Carlyle
i8 the same old sausage, fizzing and sputter-
ing in his own grease, only infinitely more
unreconciled to the blest Providence which

12



THE SOURCES

guides human affairs. He names God fre-
quently and alludes to the highest things as
if they were realities, but all only as for a
picturesque effect, so completely does he
seem to regard them as habitually circum-
vented and set at naught by the politicians.”
The man who could write that should
have been a strong and salutary influence
on English culture, and he knew it. It is
probable that when he and his wife paid
what Mr James tells us was their *“ first (that
is our mother’s first) visit to Europe, which
bad quite immediately followed my birth,
which appears to have lasted some year and
a half >—the last clause of this sentence is
unfortunate for a novelist famous for his
deliberation—he brought his babies with him
with a solemnity of intention, as if to dip
them in a holy well. Thus it was that the
little Jameses not only bore themselves
proudly through their childhood as became
those who had lived as babies in Piccadilly,
and read Punch with a proprietary instinct,
but were also possessed in spirit by some-
thing that was more than the discontent
13




HENRY JAMES

with the flatness of daily life and the desire
for a brighter scene that comes to the ordin-
ary child. From their father’s preoccupa-
tion they gained a rationalised consciousness
that America was an incomplete environ-
ment, that in Europe there were many
mines of treasure which they must find
and Tifle if they hoped for the health
of their minds and the salvation of their
souls.

In 18565, when Henry James was twelve,
the family yielded to its passion and crossed
the Atlantic. The following four years were
of immense importance to Mr James, and
consequently to ourselves, for he had been
born with a mind that received impressions
a8 if they had been embraces and remem-
bered them with as fierce a leaping of the
blood; just as his brother William’s mind
acquired and created systems of thought as
joyously as other men like meeting friends
and establishing a family. He found London
in the main jolly, rather ugly, but comfort-
able and full of character, just as he had seen
it in Punch, but here and there detected—

14
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notably on a drive from London Bridge—
black outcrops of Hogarth’s London. <« It
was a soft June evening, with a lingering
light and swarming crowds, as they then
seemed to me, of figures reminding me of
George Cruikshank’s Artful Dodger and his
Bill Sykes and his Nancy, only with the
bigger brutality of life, which pressed upon
the cab, the Early Victorian four-wheeler,
as we jogged over the Bridge, and cropped
up in more and more gas-lit patches for all
our course, culminating, somewhere far to
the west, in the vivid picture, framed by the
cab window, of a woman reeling backward
as a man felled her to the ground with a blow
in the face.” He knew Paris, then being
formed by the free flourish of Baron Hauss-
mann into its present splendours of wide
regularity, yet still homely with remnants
of the dusty ruralism of its pre-Napoleonio
state; he saw all the pretty show of the
Second Empire, he stood in the Champs-
Elysées and watched the baby Prince
Imperial roll by to St. Cloud with his escort
of blue and silver cent-gardes; and the
15
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Galerie d’Apollon in the Louvre, its floors
gleaming with polished wood, its walls
glowing with masterpieces, and its pro-
portions awesomely interminable and soar-
ing, was the scene of his young imaginative
life. Those were the great places; but there
were also Geneva and Boulogne and Zurich
and Bonn, the differences of which he
savoured, and above all the richness of
desultory contact with arts and persons of
the various countries. He gaped at the
exquisiteness of ugly Rose Chéri at the
Gymnase, copied Delacroix, read Evan
Harrington as it came out in Once a
Week; was at school with a straight-
nosed boy called Henry Houssaye and a
spub-nosed boy called Coquelin; was
tutored by Robert Thompson, the famous
Edinburgh teacher who was afterwards to
instruct Robert Louis Stevenson and many
other eminent Scots in Jacobite sympathies
as well as the more usual subjects, and by
M. Lerambert whose verse had been praised
by Sainte-Beuve in his' Causeries.  Im-
pressions,” writes Mr James of this period,
16
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*“ were not merely all right but were the
dearest things in the world.” ‘

And one must remember that not only
were impressions much to young Henry °
James, they were all he had. His mental

inaptitude for acquiring systematised know- -
ledge was probably intensified by the study

of foreign languages entailed by this travel; -
for if a child spends its time learning several
systems of naming things it plainly has less
energy to spare for learning systems of

\ arranging things. At any rate his inability
%o grasp the elements of arithmetic and

mathematics led to his removal from the
Polytechnic School at Zurich, and was the

_ cause of despair in all his tutors. But most

minds, however incapable they may be of
following the exact sciences or speculative

. thought, have some sort of ided of the system

of the universe inserved into them by early

instruction in one or other of the religious

faiths. This unifying influence was refused

to Henry James by the circumstance that

his father had found certain religious doubts
17



HENRY JAMES

that had almost driven him from the ministry
solved in the works of Swedenborg, which he
found not at all incredible but—as he once
said in a phrase that showed him his son’s
own father—fairly “ insipid with veracity.”
On this foundation of Swedenborgianism he
had built up for himself a religion which was
“ nothing if not a philosophy, extraordin-
arily complex and worked out and original,
intensely personal as an exposition, yet not
only susceptible of application, but clamor-
ous for it, to the whole field of consciousness,
nature and society, history, knowledge, all
human relations and questions, every pulse
of the process of our destiny.” This was no
playground for the young intelligence, so

young Henry James was told to prepare
himself by drinking from such springs as
seemed to him refreshing. When he was
asked to what church he went he was bidden
by his father to reply that « we could plead
pothing less than the whole privilege of
Christendom, and that there was no com-
munion, even that of the Catholics, even that
of the Jews, even that of the Swedenborgians,

18
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from which we need find ourselves excluded.”
He certainly liked to exercise this privilege,
but he admits that ‘“ my grounds may have
been but the love of the ezhibition in general,
thanks to which figures, faces, furniture,
sounds, smells and colours became for me,
wherever enjoyed, and enjoyed most where
most collected, a positive little orgy of the
senses and riot of the mind.”” Which was
to be expected ; as also was the fact that he
never broke his childish habit of regarding
his father’s religion as a closed temple stand-
ing in the centre of his family life, the general
holiness of which he took for granted so
thoroughly that it never occurred to him to
investigate its particulars.

This European visit came to an end in
1859, and William and Henry James spent
the next year or so at Newport studying art
under the direction of their friend John La
Farge, with the result that William painted
extremely well in the style of Manet, and
Henry showed as little ability in this direc-
tion as he had shown in any other. In 1861
the Civil War broke out; and had it not

19




HENRY JAMES

been for an accident the whole character of
Mr James’ genius would have been altered.
If he had seen America by the light of burst-
ing shells and flaming forest he might never
have taken his eyes off her again, he might
have watched her fascinated through all
the changes of tone and organisation which
began at the close of the war, he might have
been the Great American Novelist in subject
a8 well as origin. But it happened, in that
soft spring when he and every other young
man of the North realised that there was a
crisis at hand in which their honour was
concerned and they must answer Lincoln’s
appeal for recruits, that he was one day called
to help in putting out a fire. In working the
fire-engine he sustained an injury so serious
that he could never hope to share the
Northern glory, that there were before him
years of continuous pain and weakness, that
ultimately he formed a curious and on the
whole mischievous conception of himself. -
For his humiliating position as a delicate and
unpromising student at Harvard Law School
while his younger brothers, Wilky and
20
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Robertson, were officers in the Northern
Army and William was pursuing a brilliant
academic career or naturalising with Agassiz
in South America, seemed a confirmation of
his tutors’ opinion that he was an inarticulate
mediocrity who would never be able to take
a hand in the business of life. And so he
worked out a scheme of existence, which he
accepted finally in an hour of glowing resig-
nation when he was returning by steamer to
Newport from a visit to a camp of wounded
soldiers at Portsmouth Grove, in which the
one who stood aside and felt rather than acted
acquired thereby a mystic value, a spiritual
supremacy, which—but this was perhaps a
later development of the theory—would be
rubbed off by participation in action.
It was, therefore, with defiant industry,
with the intention of proving that-such as
he was he had his peculiar worth, that he
set to work to become a writer. His first
story was published in The Atlantic Monthly
when he was twenty-one, and it was followed
by a number of stories, travel sketches, and
critical essays, some of which have been
21
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reprinted, and a few farces which have not.
He also went through a necessary preface of
the literary life by reading the proofs of
George Eliot’s novels before they appeared
in the Atlantic and reviewing; the profes-
sion of literature differs from that of the
stage in that the stars begin instead of ending
asdressers. In 1869 he went to Europe and,
gaining certain impressions that had been in-
accessible to him as a child, finally fixed the
dye in which his talent was to be immersed
for the rest of his life. He stepped for the
first time into *“ a private park of great oaks
. . . where I knew my first sense of a matter
afterwards, through fortunate years, to be
more fully disclosed: the springtime in
such places, the adored footpath, the firss
primroses, the stir and scent of renascence
in the watered sunshine and under spreading
boughs that were somehow before aught else
the still reach of the remembered lines of
Tennyson. . . .”” He was admitted to the
homes of Ruskin, Rossetti, Morris, Darwin,
and George Eliot, and allowed to see the
wheels go round. But the real significance
22
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of this journey to Mr James’ genius is the
part it played in the last days of his beautiful
cousin, Mary Temple. She should have had
before her a long career of nobility, for ‘‘ she
was absolutely afraid of nothing she might
come to by living with enough sincerity and
enough wonder.” She pretended not to know
that she had been cheated out of this, but
as she lay on the death-bed that she would not
admit to be even a sick-bed, her eyes were
fixed intensely on the progress of her cousin
through all the experiences that should have
been hers. There came a day when all illusion
failed, and she died dreadfully, clinging to
consciousness. Her death was felt by Henry
and William James as the end of their youth.

That, as Mr James would have said, is the
donnée. The must was trodden out, it had
only to ferment, to be bottled, to be mellowed
by time into the perfect wine. There is
nothing in all the innumerable volumes that
Mr James was to pour out in the next
forty-five years of which the intimation is
not present in these first adventures.,

23
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THE INTERNATIONAL SITUATION

T is no use turning up those first stories
I that appeared in T'he Atlantic Monthly
and The Galazy unless one has formed
an affection for the literary personality of
Mr James. The image they provoke of the
literary prentice bending over his task with
the tip of his tongue reflectively protruding
like a small boy drawing on his slate, is
amusing enough; but they themselves are
such pale dreams as might visit a New
England spinster looking out from her snuff-
coloured parlour on a grey drizzling day.
Where there is any richness of effect, as in
The Romance of Certain Old Clothes, it comes
from the influence of Nathaniel Hawthorne,
That story, which tells how a girl loved
her sister’s husband, waited eagerly for her
death that she might marry him, and later
wheedled from him the key of the chest
24



THE INTERNATIONAL SITUATION

in which the dead wife had left her finery
to await her baby daughter’s maturity, is
seven-eighths prelude, and the catastrophe,
which is the finding of the girl kneeling dead
beside the chest with the mark of phantom
fingers on her throat, comes with too short
and small a report. But in spite of its pitiful
construction it is the only one of the dozen
stories which Mr James published before
his visit to Europe in 1869 that shows any
of the imaginative exuberance which one
accepts as an earnest of coming genius.
Hawthorne was not altogether a happy
influence—it is due to him that Mr James’
characters have “ almost wailed * their way
from The Passtonate Pigrim to The Golden
Bowl—Dbut he certainly shepherded Mr James
into the European environment and lent
him a framework on which to drape his
emotions until he had discovered his own
power to build up an imaginative structure.
The plot of The Passionate Pidgrim, with its
American who comes to England to claim a
cousin’s estate, falls in love with the usurper’s
gister, is driven from the door, and dies just
25




HENRY JAMES

after the usurper’s death has delivered to
him all he wants, is very clumsy Hawthorne,
but in those days Mr James could not draw
normal events and he had to have some
medium for expressing his wealth of feeling
about England. It is amazing to see how
rich that wealth already was, how much
deeper than mere pleasure in travel was his
delight in the parks and private grandeurs
of England; and how, too, a fundamental
fallacy was already perverting it to an almost
Calvinist distrust of the activities of the
present.

‘ I entered upon life a perfect gentleman,™
says the American as he sits in Hampton
Court. “1I had the love of old forms and
pleasant rites, and I found them nowhere—
found a world all hard lines and harsh lights,
without lines, without composition, as they
say of pictures, without the lovely mystery
of colour. . . . Sitting here, in this old park,
in this old country, I feel that I hover on the
misty verge of what might have been! I
should have been born here, not there;
here my makeshift distinctions would have
found things they’d have been true of.-. . .

26
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This is a world I could have got on with
beautifully.”

There you have the first statement of the
persistent illusion, to which he was helped by
~ his odd lack of the historic sense and which
confused his estimate of modern life, that the
past would have been a happier home for
those who like himself loved fastidious living.
He had a tremendous sense of the thing that
is and none at all of the thing that has been,
and thus he was always being misled by such
lovely shells of the past as Hampton Court
into the belief that the past which inhabited
them was as lovely. The calm of Canter-
bury Close appeared to him as a remnant of
a time when all England, bowed before the
Church, was as calm; whereas the calm is
really a modern condition brought about
when the Church ceased to have anything
to do with England. He never perceived
that life is always a little painful at the
moment, not only at this moment but at all
moments; that the wine of experience always
makes a raw draught when it has just been

27
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trodden out from bruised grapes by the
pitiless feet of men, that it must be subject
to time before it acquires suavity. The lack
of this perception matters little in his early
work but it is vastly important in shaping
his later phases.

There are no such personal revelations in
The Madonna of the Future, nor anything,
indeed, at all characteristic of Mr James.
There i8 beauty in the tale of the American
painter who dreams over a model for twenty
years, while he and she grow old, and leaves
at his death nothing more to show for his
dreams than a cracked blank canvas; and
the Florentine background is worked on
diligently and affectionately. But it is
admirable in quite an uncharacteristic way,
like a figure picture painted with the utmost
brilliance of technique and fromn perfect
models by a painter whose real passion was
for landscape. Yet it was only a year later,
in Madame de Mauves, that Mr James found
himself, both his manner and the core of the
matter which was to occupy him for the
happiest part of his literary life. Euphemia
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de Mauves, the prim young American who
moves languidly through the turfy avenues
of the French forest, her faith in decency of
living perpetually outraged by her husband’s
infidelities and his odd demand that she
should make him a cuckold so that at least
he should not have the discomfort of looking
up at her, is the first of the many exquisite
women whom Mr James brought into being
by his capacity to imagine characters
solidly and completely, his perception of the
subtle tones of life, and his extreme verbal
delicacy. And she is given a still greater
importance by the queer twist at the end of
the story by which M. de Mauves blows his
brains out for no reason at all but that he is
hopelessly, helplessly, romantically in love
with this cold wife who will be so unreason-
able about trifles. Mr James writes her
story not only as though he stood upon the
Atlantic shores looking eastward at the plight
of a compatriot domiciled with lewd men and
light women, but also as though he sat in the
company of certain gracious men and women
of the world who could not get under way
' 2
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with their accomplishment of charm because
the grim alien in the corner will keep
prodding them with a disapproval as out of
place in this salon as a deal plank. Madame
de Mauves, in fine, i8 the first figure invented
by Mr James to throw light upon what he
called ¢ the international situation.”

It took all Mr James’ cosmopolitan train-
ing to see that there existed an international
gituation, that the fact that Americans
visited Europe constituted a drama. An
Englishman who visited Italy did no more
than take a look at a more richly coloured
order of life that braced him up, as any gay
spectacle might have done, to return to his
own; his travel was a pleasure, or, at most,
if he happened to be a Landor or a Browning,
an inspiration. It might reasonably be
supposed that the visit to Europe of an
American was no greater matter. But Mr
James knew that the wealthy American was
in the position of a man who has built a com-
fortable house and has plenty of money over,
yet cannot furnish it because furniture is
neither made nor sold in his country ; until

30
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he has crossed the sea to the land where they
do make furniture he must sleep and eat on
the floor.

“ One might enumerate,” he writes in
those early days, ¢ the items of high civilisa-
tion as it exists in other countries, which
are absent from the texture of American
life, until it should become a wonder what
was left. No State, in the European sense
of the word, and indeed barely a specific
national name. No sovereign, no court, no
personal loyalty, no aristocracy. . . .”

There follows a long list, so long as to
provoke the * natural remark . . . that if
these things are.left out everything is left
out.” And, Mr James goes on to complain,
‘¢ it takes so many things—such an accumu-
lation of history and custom, such a com-
plexity of manners and types, to form a fund
of suggestion for a& novelist.”” He wrote
novelist because at the moment he was
criticising Hawthorne, but he would cer-
tainly have applied his phrase to anyone who
desired his life to be not a corduroy track
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but a marble terrace with palaces on the one
hand and fair gardens on the other.

Since the pilgrimage for these items of
high civilisation appeared to Europeans—
as innumerable contemporary allusions
show it did—as mere globe-trottings, the
pilgrims themselves were likely to be as mis-
understood. For one thing, although they
were unorganised so far as culture went, they
formed at home a very cohesive moral com-
munity. The American women who came
to Europe took for granted that however
people might be habited—people, that is,
whose manners showed them °‘ nice’’—and
in whatever frivolous array they might be
flounced and ribboned, they were certain to
wear next their skin the hair-shirt of Puritan
_ rectitude. The innocent freedoms which

they permitted themselves because they
held this supposition, and the terrifying sur-
mises to which these gave rise in the mind of
the Old World, unaware of the innocence of
the New, made much material for drama.,
And more dramatic still was the moment,
which came to so many of the travellers who

32
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formed close personal relationships with
Europeans, when they realised that the
moral standards to which they had nation-
ally pledged themselves, and which they
individually obeyed with extraordinary
fidelity, were here regarded as simply
dowdy. “ Compromise!’’ was the cry of
Latin and even English society. “ Com-
promise on every and any of the Command-
ments you like! Do anything you can, in
fact, to rub down those rude angles you
present to human intercourse!” And yet
it was not to be deduced that Europe was
lax. One had only to look behind the super-
ficial show to sée that it had its own re-
{ ligion, perhaps a more terrible religion than
- any New England ever knew, and that what
seemed its laziest pleasures were sometimes
| its most dreadful rites.
. This last conception of Europe is the sub-
ject of Roderick Hudson (1875). Roderick
Hudson is not a good book. It throws a
light upon the lack of attention given at

* that period to the art of writing that within

a few years of each other two men of great
33
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- genius—Thomas Hardy and Henry James—
wrote in their thirties first novels spoilt by
technical blemishes of a sort that the most
giftless modern miss with a subscription to
Mudie’s would never commit in her first
literary experiment. Roderick ‘Hudson is
wooden, it is crammed with local colour like
a schoolmistress’s bedroom full of photo-
graphs of Rome, it has a plain boiled suet
heroine called Mary. But its idea is mag-
nificent. An American of fortune takes
Hudson, who has already shown talent as a
soculptor, from his stool in a lawyer’s office
in Northampton, Massachusetts, and sets
him up in a studio in Rome. It is the fear
of old Mrs Hudson and of Mary, his fiancée,
that European life will be too soft for him.
But the very opposite occurs; it is he who
i8 too soft for European life. The business
of art means not only lounging under the
pines of the Villa Ludovisi and chiselling
the noble substance of Carrara marble; it

—means also the painful toil of creation, which

: demands from the artist an austerer re-

. nunciation of every grossness than was ever
34
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expected of any law-abiding citizen of
Northampton, which sends a man naked and
alone to awful moments which, if he be
strong, give him spiritual strength, but if
he be weak heap on him the black weakness
of neurasthenia. And when that has turned
him into a raw, hurt, raging creature he is
further snared by the loveliness of Christina
Light, who is characteristically European in
that her circumstances have not the same
clear beauty as her face. She is being
hawked over the Continent to find a rich
husband by her mother and a Cavaliere
who is really her father, and this ugly girl-
hood has so corrupted her vigorous spirit
that the young American’s courtship
provokes from her nothing but eccentric
favours or perverse insults. After the
collapse of his art and his love Roderick
falls over a precipice in a too minutely
described Switzerland, hurled by a dénoue-
ment which has inspired Mr James to one of
his broadest jokes. In the first edition
Roderick, on hearing that, while he has been
vexing his benefactor with his moods, that
3
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gentleman has been manfully repressing a
passion for Mary, exclaims, * It’s like some-
thing in a novel!” which Mr James in the
definitive edition has altered to, * It’s like
something in & bad novel!”

This conception of Europe as a complex
organism which would have no use, or only
a cruel use, for those bred by the simple
organism of America, animaves Four Meet-
#ngs (1877), that exquisite short story which
came first of all of the many masterpieces
that Mr James was to produce. It is the
tale of a little schoolmistress who, having
long nourished a passion for Europe upon
such slender intimations as photographs of
the Castle of Chillon, at last collects a sum
for the trip, is met at Havre by a cousin,
one of those Americans on whom Conti-
nental life has acted as a solvent of all decent
moral tissues, and is tricked out of her money
by his story of a runaway marriage with a
Countess; returns to New England hoping
to “‘ see something of this dear old Europe
yet,”” and has that hope ironically fulfilled
by the descent upon her for life of the said
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Countess, who is so distinctly ‘ something
of this dear old Europe’ that the very sight
of her transports the travelled recounter of
the story to “ some dusky landing before
a shabby Parisian quatriéme—to an open
door revealing a greasy ante-chamber, and
to Madame, leaning over the banisters, while
she holds a faded dressing-gown together
and bawls down to the portress to bring up
her coffee.” It is one of the saddest stories
in the world, and one of the cleverest.
There is not one of its simple phrases but
has its beautiful bearing on the subject, and
in the treatment of emotional values one
sees that the essays on French Poets and
Novelists (1878), which for some years he
had been sending to America with the
excited air of a missionary, were the notes
of an attentive pupil. * Detachment’ was
the lesson that that period preached in its
reaction against th2 George Sand method,
whereby the author rolled through his pages
locked in an embrace with his subject. We
have forgotten its real significance, so fre-
quently has it been used as an excuse for
3
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the treatment of emotional situations with
encyclopadic detail of circumstance and not
a grain of emotional realisation, but here we
can recover it. The author’s pity for the
schoolmistress is never allowed to make his
Countess sinister instead of gross; and his
sense of the comic in the Countess is never
allowed to make the schoolmistress’s woe
more dreary; the situation stands as solidand
has as many aspects as it would have in life.
The American (1877) still holds this view
of Europe. Its theme, to quote Mr James
in the preface of the definitive edition, is
“ the situation, in another country and an
aristocratic society, of some robust but
ingidiously beguiled and betrayed, some’
cruelly wronged compatriot; the point
being in especial that he should suffer at the
bands of persons pretending to represent
the highest possible civilisation and to
be of an order far superior to his own.”
Christopher Newman, the robust com-
patriot, is such a large, simple, lovable
person that the rest of the story leads one
to suspect that one may say of Mr James,
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a8 he said of Balzac, that * his figures, as a
general thing, are better than the. use he
makes of them.” He walks through Europe
examining its culture with such an effect on
the natives as an amiable buffalo traversing
the Galerie d’Apollon might produce upon
the copyists of the Louvre, and finally pre-
sents himself at the house where he is least
welcome in the world, the home of the de
Bellegardes, a proud and ancient Royalist
family. Thereafter, the novel is an exposi-
tion of the way things do not happen.
Claire de Cintré, the widowed daughter
whom Newman desires to marry, is repre-
sented as having above all things beauty
of character; but when her family snatches
her from him in a frenzy of pride she allows
herself to be bundled into a convent with a
weakness that would convict of imbecility
any woman of twenty-eight. And since
her mother and brother had murdered her
father by refusing him medicine at a physical
crisis, and sustained themselves in the act
by the reflection that after all they were only
keeping up the good old family tone, one
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wonders where she got this beauty of char-
acter. The child of this damned house
might have flamed with a strange fire, but
she could not have diffused a rectory lamp-
light. But the series of inconsistencies of
which this is only one leads, like a jolting
motor-bus that puts one down at Hampton
Court, to an exquisite situation. Newman
discovers the secret of the Marquis’ murder
and intends to publish it as a punishment
for the cruel wrong the de Bellegardes have
done him, but sacrifices this satisfaction
simply because there can be no link—not
even the link of revenge—between sueh
as they and such as he. In all literature
there is no passage so full of the very passion
of moral exaltation as the description of how
Newman stands before the Carmelite house
in the Rue d’Enfer and looks up at the blank,
discoloured wall, behind which his lost lady
is immured, then walks back to Notre Dame
and there, ‘ the far-away bells chiming off
into space, at long intervals, the big bronze
gyllables of the Word,” decides that such
things as revenge ‘‘ were really not his
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game.” So it is with Mr James to the end.
" The foreground is as often as not red with
the blood of slaughtered probabilities; a
gentleman at a dinner-party tells the lady
on his left (a perfect stranger who never
appears again in the story) that some years
ago he proposed to the lady in white sitting
o posite to them; a curio dealer calls on a
lady in Portland Place just to wind up the
plot. But the great glow at the back, the
emotional conflagration, is always right.
The Europeans (1878) marks the first time
when Mr James took the international situa-
- tion a8 a joke, and he could joke very
happily in those days when his sentence
was a straight young thing that could run
where it liked, instead of a delicate creature
swathed in relative clauses as an invalid
in shawls. There is no other book by Mr
James which has quite the clear, sunlit
charm of this description of the visit of
Eugenia, the morganatically married
Baroness, and her brother Felix, the
Bohemian painter, to their cousins’ New
England farm. There is nothing at all to
4
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their disoredit in the past of these two
graceful young people, but they resemble
Harlequin and Columbine in the instability
of their existence and the sharp line they
draw between their privacy and their
publicity. It appears to them natural that
the private life should be spent largely in
wondering how the last public appearance
went off and planning effects for the next,
a point of view which arouses the worst
suspicions in their cousins, who are accus-
tomed to live as though the sky were indeed
a broad open eye. So Felix has the greatest
difficulty in persuading his uncle, 